MALTA    AND    ITALY,     igi8

It was the port from which the fast convoys of big ships, which
included one or two of the P. & O. and Orient liners, sailed for
Alexandria, their normal escort being Japanese destroyers. There
was a large military transit camp for both Middle East and
Salonika. Pizzone Air Station accommodated the airmen for both
the seaplane station and the repair and erection base.

Brindisi was the home of some Italian cruisers and of many
small Italian flying-boats as well as of our own light cruiser force
under Admiral Howard Kelly in his flagship Lowestoft. At Otranto,
we had a seaplane station and an aerodrome.

In March the bad news of our retreat on the Western Front
was most depressing. I heard of It during one of my visits to Italy,
and I can remember an Italian officer endeavouring to console me
by saying that all the best armies had to retreat some time, just
as the Italians had had to at Caporetto in the previous October.
It was difficult to make a suitable retort to that one without
offending an ally.

On April ist the R.A.F. came into being and I became a
Lieut.-Colonel, R.A.F., instead of a Wing-Captain, R.N.A.S. The
naval C.-in-C. at Malta didn't quite understand it at all. I was
able to reassure him, however, that the work, so far as we were
concerned, would go on just the same, and I explained that the
main reason for the change was the realization that the air could
achieve something more than merely act as an ancillary to the
Navy and Army.

Soon after the formation of the R.A.F. we heard of changes
at home. Sir William Weir took Rothermere's place as Minister
and Sykes relieved Trenchard on the latter's appointment to com-
mand the Independent Air Force in France. In May, Vyvyan, late
a Captain R.N. and whose new rank at that particular time I
cannot recollect, took over from me at Malta as Commander of
the R.A.F. in the Mediterranean and I went in Command of the
Adriatic Group R.A.F., with headquarters at Taranto.

During the last part of my time at Malta, I lived at 20 Molino
Vinto, the charming house of Commodore and Mrs. Burmester,
and I was sorry to say good-bye to my host and hostess who had
looked after me so well. Indeed, life at Malta was almost too
comfortable, for one could still play polo, go to the Opera, and
get plenty to eat and drink at the Malta Club.

I was already an fait with the Adriatic Group which, by now,
had expanded to two wings. No. 66 Wing with headquarters at
Otranto, consisting of No. 223 Squadron with 12 Short seaplanes,
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